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Y JBOROE W. COWNRAS.

Is 1t woll with thee? 1s 1t well with the ohild?
And sbe snswered: 11 b well,

Away in an sastern clime,
Where larasl's hoat, In many & fortile plain
Watched o'er (helr flocks, sud gamersd up the

grain
Of goldes harveste—wiere L he curling smoke
Of Ilncouce ross o God, sand whers his prophets

The wiugs of future Ume.

Amid (he smiling follage, (here
Aross a bumble howe. 'T'was in s consecrated
apot
A cloud sroso 10 break s way the gleaming lght,
Butab! withis was angvish for the blight
©f withering doalh was tBere.

Yes, oven thore jeath came,
Among ‘hose scenes of happinoss, whereall was

While yet the resper's slokle cut the barvest bright
The dreadod Rsapor from the burning sun
Doscended 1o iz barvest and hor only ona,

Her blooming boy was slain!

How sould she help rebei?
For oh! how diMeult 1o quell & mother's grief,
'm:'mmnm. and tho hoar 0
Bineo she last kissed his rosy chesk, and when
Arosnd \im olastered all her hope! How hard
*was then
h“u".‘“‘n

But from her beart the spell
Of asguish burst—and from those Larp-stringa
reul

By death s plaintlff but melodions music went
“I ¥sow, O God , my hopes ware erushed by thee;
1 will gol mormur at by sore docres!

Thou hast him—itls woll,"

And had ho no'er retarned, twas well
Her chlld was taken in life’'s mornlag—e'er (ke
amilea '

‘Ofa false world could lure him with ite wiles,
Into the puthe of sin, Taken byangels bright,
To thair blest home, and now ihat Shusnannite

. Could sy, "Hs well.
Fraxgiax Co,, [wn., Pod. %56,

J [{From ths Eoeokuk Post.
THE COQUETT'S VICTIN.
WY wiLL. 5. PETERSOX.
Fow years ago | kpew a youth,
OF noblo wind snd lofly aim,

Whose every thonght and word was truth,
A candidato for real fume.

Withia his dark and lustrous eye
The fire of geniud brightly gloamed,
And o8 his forehead, fair and high,
The light of mental glory beamed.

And from hia lips, untaught by art,

T

Danocuneing eroag, defending right.

A faw his glory sought to mar,

Aund on his name to cast & blight,
But many said s new-horn star

Had risen ou tho world’s dark night.

e cared not for the eavions faw,

Nor soughl the multitada’s applavse;
One obfect, only one, he knew—

To viadieate truth's righteous cause,

He mighthave boes & brilllant star,
Wherever duty's volos might esil,
A lasting honor (o the Bar,
The Fulpiy, or the Sanats hell,

“Homigh! have been!" sb, yos, be might,
Romaining as I saw bim firi 3
Untsiuted by the lompler's blight,
Hy eruel trenchory unourmi,

Bot think you thet a heart well lloa

With richest virtaes from above,
Can long romain uniouched, anthrifled,
By the enghanting tones of love!
Like Doath, Love loves s shining mark,
And Cupld seoks tho noblest bearts,
In wineh to plant the dosthloss spark—
Iu which to plunge his deadilest darts !

Young Harnld met & beaulsous maid,
Farfoct in youihlul lovelineas,
And tho™t st she from boaven had stesy'd

Some exrihly heart and home 1o bloss.

Her form was fultess as (he mind
Of poet-painter o'er conceived,

And Wt the boart within coufined
Wias fanltlons 100, the boy belisved.

The basuty of hor siarry eyes,
fo brilliant of, and everclear,
Was like the blus of summer skies
When not o eloadlet Yingers near.

Her chooks wore radiant with hesltn
Upon bher lips & god wight dweil ;

And round her grucefal neck the woalth
Of shiaing golden {resses fell.

Alas! that beings such sa sho
~Have hoarts, in whish decelt may dwell g
Earth's most sugelie forms may bo

A sfulr ss boaven snd Nales as hell!

Alas! that bauuly often bides
Around the mennest earthly things |
"Tla but 8 Josthsome worm that b ides
Beneath the butterfly's gay wings!
Alas ! that man's great heart shouid be

A loy for woman'y idis play—
A toy of little warll, which she
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glances than she psed to do when
they were so carefully restricted; very
nogut and pretty was her behavior,
and no one could see the need of her
ardianship usually exereised over
er. She poured all her full soul out
in the hymn, and at the close of the
service shook bands with two or three
young women she Fnew, and cordially
d them to come and visit her.—
would not have done this if her
father had been with her; but it was
her nature to be generous and cordial,
and she deemed not that she did any-
thing wrong.

A week was notgone since she
gave the invitation, when two of the
young women she met atthe meeting
came to visit her. * 'dpratty nsy
things have come to,” said Mrs. Fish.
er, “if our Sally is to gad sbout as
she pleases, and have youny men that
nobody knows, and good-for-nothing
girls d'ocking here all the time, hinder-
ing us all to no profit!”” Little pleas-
urc had Sally in seeing her (riends as
she was permitted to see them.—
There was ro ceasing from her work
—no lsughiog that was not under
breath, and no extra dishes for the
supper—all was hard and dry; and
when the visitors found themselves
walking down the dusty lane away
from the house that was so emJ)ty and
cold they felt *relieved, And Sally
felt relioved too. In silence she tho't
of the pretty dresses they wore, and

From the Nattousl Magasine,
“All's Well that Ends Well.”

BY ALICE CAREY.

With a thin strip of woods on one
side dividing it froma dusty lane, and
with almost interminable fields and or-
chards on the other, stood, as many |
years ago as I can rem:mber, the bi
substantial brick house of John Fish-
er. It was situated a mile or more
fiom the main road, and the main
road was neither turnpike nor railroad,
but simply a clay road that wound its
erooked way fromone town to another,
and where » rs ‘were seen to
pass, Sometimes n small speculator,
whistling between two stout horses
and some fifty wooden clocks, travel-
ed the road, and left a clock ateach
house, warranted to Lkeep time six
months, during which time ?t was to
serve Great was the delight |
among the children on slich occasious,
and it seezns that they would never
have dohe listening to the ltl‘.'..ing.l
sod at the brightly painted

ictures of Louis Phillippe or Iooeph
ne, as the case might I am not
sure (hat these pedlars were not pub-
lie benefactors, as the passing of one
of them thro’ such obscure neighbor- |
hoods was something like the drifting
of a green branch in the path of Col-
umbus, speaking of a world they know |felt how much she would like to have
aboat. & new one even balf as expensive, but

From the day 'the clock began |she dared not breath her thought,
to shine and ccunt out the hours| She had been indulged in extrava-
from the mantle piece, or the top of
the bureau, the mechanical genius of
the boys received an impetus, and wa-
ter-wheels began to work along the
brooks, and westher cocks lo veer to
the winds on the gables of smokehouse | from settin
and barn. The young women nccom-ibrooks. and weather-cocks to flutter-
plished more in a given time, and ing on the gable of the barn, out in
tasks of spinning and{niuihg and sew- } the world to sel more complicated
ing were measured off by the hour;|wheels running, and sometimes to
and not uwnfrequently they made the | flutter and shift like weather-cocks

ents thought, in being allowed to go
to meeting alone, and to fill the house
with visitors at her pleasure.

their own fashions. ¢ farmer and now, and the nights wearier than they
his wife would even sieep by the clock, used to be, and the heart of Salley
which was in fuct the promoter of gen- | was sobered somewhat, though her
eral order and precision in all things. | nature was not changed—only subdu-
The very style of harness worn by the [ed. She dreamed-—ss all women
clock pedlar’s horses was oftentimes must drgam—it would be a pleasant
hapyily suggestive, and his snug little | thing 0 to meeting every Sunday,
wagon gave birth to thonght to other to have a clock in her own home,
,lil?: wagons, that took form and col- | and more than all, to have some one

have been too much abused— thosz | her happy.
Yankee clock peddiars! ' Her parents forgot that they had
Once in a long time some one of ever wanted the same things, and that
these men instinctively found out the |they had obtained the grestest of all
house of John Fisher, and with n fine ineneh other, snd they thought it
imen of his wares beneath his arm, strange that Sally :hou{d not be sat-
knocked at the door; but Mrs. Fisher |isfled with their satistaction, and that
would never suffer a clock to be placed she should have n nature of her
between the two iron eandlesticks that own tocare for. Themselves had Jov-
ornamented her mantlepiece—not she. |ed and married, but for Sally o do,
She would not suffer her eyes to|or even think of the same thing, would
dwell on the green dress and the!be outrageous.
the graceful plames of the painted Ja-|  She was twenty-five years old when
dy which lent the chief gror(
clock—it was not worth while<~John |und listening to the wind asit drove
had & good silver watch, and that was [thro' the leafless trees, and the snow
enough. Sometimes SBally Fisher wo'd |as it sifted agninst the windows, Her
stop her wheel when she heard the | hair was growing thio an’ ded, and
sound of the pedlar's wagon coming | the brightness of her earl, Jmile had
up to the dusty gate, for strange worn down into patience, and the rest-
wheels made strange, welcome noises | Jessness of her enrly hopes were sub-
to her ears, so seldom was it & visitor | dued to quist. The faded green par.
eame. She would stop, and, with|asol she carried to meeting five yenrs
heart beativg thick, listen to what her | before was laid earefully among dried
mother said, boping the pedlar's clo- | rose-leaves in the drawer. The white
renu might not all be lost, and that |dress was there too, and there wis not
eir own olg room might be ornamen- | mach besides to bo seen there—a
ted with a clock ns well'as the best|piece of ribbon, = cambric collar, a
roome of the other well-to-do "people | a rufile or two, and that was all.
of the neighborhood. She never dar-| Her eyes were fixed on her work,
ed to speak from the window where|and perhaps her thoughts too, for
she Jlistened, and ask what use to|the
them was father's silver watch when | and dreamily she heard the wind and
be had it always in his pookel«-ﬁnll)‘}tho snow. There was a creaking at
was obedient and reverential, and ne- | the gate, astop up the pathway, o

‘'ver questioned the proceedure of ber| rnp}'_ﬁng at the door, snd a tall hand.
rmnh—n“er at loast ont of her own | some stranger stood before the little :
A

eart, \silent and astonished houschold,
There were two or three pariors in ' lih'lllill'n’ gun was slnug over one shoul-
the neighborhood the 'inSO“ and |der, and at his beels came a |!ll'gt! dug
tables of which were ornamented with |that stopped as he stcpped, and sat
rinted muslin curtains and covers; |upright and panting at his feot.

exploring expeditions with her free

gance enough for one while, her par- |

And the brothers of Sally went
wheels to work in the|

dress and bair of Josephine models for | themselves, The days were longer

or i the course of time. O, they there to love her, some one to make

to lhaiuhe sat by the fire one night knitting, |

wandered less than they used, |

seamp that comes in your way."”

Ho was silent a° moment and then
|added, “He will have to do betier
than he has done, if e don’t get set
adrift—that's all.”

Tom was now heard whistling to
his dog. “Hear the fool’”" continued
| Mr. er: *“1 wish that dog was
| dead!”

“It's a pity il Tom can’t éven have
|n dog to comfort him,"” said Sally,
nnd she went nngrily nway.
: That night, when Tom swid he had
done a big day's chopping, Mr. Fish-
'er asked him ﬂho hurnot also done
a big day's work at drinking: and
'without further notice he produced
| his leather bag, cownted out tweaty

|dollurs, and placing them before Tom
| told bim he might go as soon as he

liked.

It was a wild March night, the
fli&hls and shadows were fighting each
|other among the elouds, and neither
| quite getting the mastery, when at the
|door of the front room, where the dry
|myrr.le pots set on the hearth, there
lcame a tmid rap, sud & moment al-
ter, his gunin his hand, and his dog
at uis hee!s, Thomas Bultershall went
{softly in,

It was not the first time by any

thing to say in favor of every drunken! Thomas to the pn

'means he had tatked there with Sally,
but let other times pass. We have |
‘only to do with this. ‘

“O Thomas'* sobbed the girl, com-*

ing forward and taking the young
man’s hand, *“*what will become of
you? what will become of you?"

“I dou't eare what becomes of me,’
replied Thomas with tenderest emo-’
tion, and folding the head of the
weeping girl close to his bosom as he|
spoke. |

“But where will you go?"” she said
directly.

“If away from you, Sally,” he un-
swered, ‘‘it don’t matter where—one
place will be the same as another.”

*“What shall I do? what shall I do?’
said the poor girl, “home was so des-
E!ule' before you came, and now I shall

le,’

“Dear Sally,"” said the young man,
kissing the forehead that was upturn-
ed beneath his lips, “‘it is a very cruel
fate that forces me out alone into this
great world, away from all that is
dear to me, all that Icare t» live for!
for—away from you, Sally.”

“0 you must not go, dear Thomas,
whispered Sally; “I cannot stay here
when you are gone.”

“If I were not the poor wanderer I
aoi, if I had a home, had even a‘roof
to sheller me,” said Thomas, fold-
ing the poor girl closer and closer, “I1
would ask you to shere it with me;
bat I have nothing~ -nothing, dearest,
but poverty and my love.”

‘Do you love me, then?" vxelalm-
ed Sally; “tell me so agan."’

He did tell her so again and again.

“Then,” said she, “I have all 1
want, and to the end of the world 1
will go with you."

Half an hour passed, and the si.
lence of the old parlor was not disturb-
ed by even a whisper. The fo\lowing |
day it was found that Sally was gone, |
green parasol, white dress and all.

Twenty dollare was not mueh to
begin lifo with, and our TUNAWAYS
began it very humbly, of course.—
They scorned to go far; they would
show the old folks that they were not
ashamed-—that lhu{ bad done noth.
ing wrong, and could enrn a living for
themseives. A small patoh of ground,
and a poor little eabin were bired half
. mile or so from the cross roads and
 the log school-hause, and for & (ime
‘there was no happier pair than they
in the world.

The very dog barked at the moon
'ns ifhe was as good as she, and
| stretehed himself st the door-stone ns
'if he had sumless trensures within to
goard. But a sad truth maust be told; |
alas for the prospective bappiness of |
our young housekeeper!-—the last six.
' pense of the twenty dollars was spent
for whisky.

[t was agaiost Sally’s better knowl- |
edge; but poor Tom must have some- I.

|er in town, and so

ut when the same pedlar of whom
they were bought came to John Fish-
er's house he found no sale for his
goods. Mrs, Fisher could buy cheap.
perhaps she could,
thought Sally, but she never will; and
Sally was right, she never did, and
year after year the big room had no
ornaments but its myrile pots, and

May break al will and throw sway !

Celesle smilod upon the v b !
Her smiies want 1o his noble heart, !
And soon the Bower of iove, forsooth, i

With vigorous growh began to slart.

W ith woman s art she threw the speil
Of witching beauty round his soul,
Till everyother idol fell,
And she relgned there without control.

Then, when he st bor feet laid down
il heart with manly hopo and trust,

8he spurned the treasure with a frown,
And crodied 1y, bleeding, In the dast,

When Hope's bright star goas down for aye.
To Lathean stronms wo long 10 go—
Young Harold, ere another day,
ilad in the wlns-cup drowned his wos.

the green boughs which in summer

Sally placed on the hearth.

By thaee things you will see the
severe frugality of the Fishers, and

cuit in which Sally trod and trod.—
Few enough were her holidays, few
enovgh her pleasures, and yet she had |
heart thet a smal thing wo'd fill to over-
flowing. Onceor twice in the year
she went with s pocket handkerchief
tied on her head to visit some neigh-
bor, and once in ulong while she
walked with her father to tl e meeting |
in the log school-house at the cress-|
ronds, For the most part Sally

How all his mankood pur ed In !
“The damalng deversge of hell"—

How kis pure soal was steoved in sin
For mouths and years 1 veod not toll.

Euongh to say—ibal manly form,—
That brow which ones sach promise guve—
Thst beart, ouco with love's feelings warm,
Now lies within a drunkard's grave.

Fhould you fedl inclined Lo consure
Faalis you may la others view, |

Ask yoar own heart, e'er you veulare,
1f that has not fuilings 10o.

Lot not friendly vows be broken,
Rather strive afriond to gain;

Maay & word (o sagerspoken
Finds lta passage howe again.

Domnt,tn idie pleasure,
Trifle wiih a brother's fame;
Guard 1) as o valued lreasure—

Kaciod as your own good name,

Do not form opintons blindly,
Hasliness 10 iroudle lends;

~ Those of vhom we've tho'l unkiadly

staid at home, working hard and say-
ing little. The Fishers were not peo-
ple who talked much—it interfered
with the great ubject of their lives—
work, Circumstanc. s, however, nor
education, nor nothing else could
keep Sally from thinking for herself,
and in spite of hor father's strict su-
pervision she olten exchanged sly
glances with th: yowog men who oc-
curred the front benches opposite the
women's side of the school-house—
Never one of them daged to walk
home with her, however mush (hey
admired ber at a distance, Onoe, in-
deed, she was permitted to go the cir-
cuit preaching alone, with the con-
sent, but not with the hearty ;

will of the pareants. She would come
ustmght home as she could come,
she said, acl lbnu‘ r:iised bo:ir l'nc‘licd
green parasol al Lhe door, and under
it smiled herself .'.i‘ carefully hold-
ing up her white frook.

for o time she fels,

Of bocome our warmest friends,

eaough
and loss frequently she made

suy simply the stranger was a poor, |she was sure he had little enough. |
but generous and impulsive young| March came aguin, wild and stormy |
man, shooting game as he traveled | nnd Sally lay all day on her siok bed, |
about the country in search of his for- | and night came. and with no light but|
tune, | the firelight to see the bright little
Idle days nand adventures of one (round baby that came to bless bher,
sort and another had brought him to|she Iny in quiet happiness,
the two last shillings that were in the| “There is not & tea-spoon full of tea
bottom of his purse, and he ;a8 now | in the house, madsm,"” said the nurse
in search of work and ahom.., Any- | querulously lifting the steaming kettle
lhing he was willing to do, and at any from the coals; a.md she went on,
price Mr. Fisher might be pleased to turning her frowning face toward Sal

understand the narrow and bhard cir- | P*Y

ay.
As the reader will guess there was
lenty of hard work to doon the
arm of John Fisher at sny time of
the year; after a good deal of consulta-
tion and hesitancy on the part of the
elder Fisher the young man, whose
name was Thomas Buttershall, was
employed for a limited period,
When he worked, the young man
gave farmer Fisher great satisfaction,

and when Sunday, or evening, or any |

other idle time came, he was 1o his
employer equally uusatisfactory; for
whatover bhe did he did with all his
might, and swung himsell on a grape-
vine as heartily as he swung the
scythe. He did nothing by halves,
nothing grudgingly; when he laughed
he laughed in enrnest, and when he
played he played in earnest. In the
times I write of it was customary for
laboring men to oarry with them to
the field or the barn, or wherever
their work was, a jug of whisky, and
to drink from it as olten as inclination
required. [homas Buttershall had
his jug as well as the rest.

““Tom is not worth the whisky he
drinks,” said Mr. Fisher one day,
«‘and when the term of his engage-
meat expires I shall tura him off.”

oY mpever saw him the worse of
driok, I am sure,” replied Sally, and
trembling, turned her blushing fuce
from her father.

“It sppears to me, Sally,” said the

father angrily, ““youslways have some-

{ly, ‘it is too bad of your husband to
'go oT and leave you so, and without
o much as atea-spoon full of tea in
the house. He deserves to be despis-
ed of everybody."”

Bally had not grosned for herself,

but she grosned aloud now for poor
Tom, saying pleadingly, “Don’tl O
don’t! he ecan't get everything, my
dear friend.”
| “No, but he could get alittle tea
for his sick wife, if he deserved to be
ealled a man; and I'l  be bound the
whisky-jug is not empty. The wreteh,
I wish he might fall down and break
| the old jug to pieces, the first time he
| zoes to get it filled.”
l For a good while after the baby was
|born the whisky-jug stood empty,
partly because of the new hdppiness
that curmme to the father, and, it must
be confessed, partly beecause the jug
could nowhere be found. For her
own private satisfaction, and not that
she desired or expected to reform the
villainous husband, the nurse-empress
had hidden it, whispering tho deed
only in the ear of ker baby, to whom,
by the way, she communicated many
other important matters, much past
bis little ability to comprehend.

How happy they were in their new
happiness!—the sweet, sweet pleasure
may not be written nor told. The
pretty quarrel, which was no quarrel
at all, nbout the baby's name was set.
ted ot last; and the mother relin-

quished her fond desire to name him

of kis fath-
er, whose choice it was to call their
boy Cyrus. It was s greatday to
them both, a al to all the
neighborhood, when the was
sent to the log school-house and chris-
tened. What aworld of little fine
stitches there were in the white dreas
that was made out of the mother's oid
one, and how unlnl‘ll sod proudly
the father held theold green '
b;tw::n :l.he sunshine and th ;:'f:
cheeks and winking eyes of the
ling whom he was aln”:ob'ody' could
sce and not love, In the shadow of
every tree they paused asthey went
along, to ask the young mother if she
thoight there was ever so bright and
promising a boy as theirs.

“If he does as well as he Jooks,™
she would say, “I shall be, O, so
thankfull”

And then for a little way Thomas
Battershall would walk very fust—
rhaps resolving within himeelf that
is pretty boy should have a good ¢x-
ample. He knew not hisown weak-
ness—poor Thomas Buttershall.

Muech they wondered, as they went
slung, whether or not their ded
parents would be at the meeting, and
yetthey were sure they would be
there; how coutd they stay away when
their sweel little baby was to be chris-
tened, They would there, father
and mother both: and they would
come nnd kiss the child, and bless
them by saying they forgave them,
as they never had said; and then, tho't
Sally, we will need nothing more to
perfect our joy,

And the sermon was preached, and
the hymn sung by as many as could
get into the house: and little Cyrus
was baptized with water, and re
ward by the kisses of nearly all the
congregation. ButJohn Fisher and
his wife were not there; they refused
even to look upon the fece of their
unwelcome grandehild,

But the bab w nove the lass
for dirth of their kisses, mistaken and
hard old folks that they were; and tus
mother was almost perfectly happy us
she sat with him on her knee, and in
his wide open, wondering eyes read
the promise of great things to be.

hen o yearold he could toddle
about the room and say “‘papa,” O,

soplainly. Butoften and often there | b

were tears in the mother's eycs when
he ealled thus confidingly, for often
and often it ha that no father
was there, The lost jug had been
found and filled many and many =
time, and many and many a time there
had been no tea-spoon full of tea in
the house since the nurse-empress went
away And Sally would tell her boy
that father would come directly,
knowiag all the time that he would
not; and if he grew impatient she
would softly smooth his curls, as he
pillowed his head on her bosom, and,
smiling in his baby besaty, fall
asleep.

Sometimes on the grass at the door,
and sometimes in the hearth-light, the
old dog would play with little Cyrus
for an hour, and !{ﬂl was all the play-
mate the little fellow had. Plenty of
little ehildren there were in the neigh-
borhiood, but their parents would not
allow them to play with a drunkard’s
child, When he was old tnnghl to
go to school, bhis beauty and quick
part: made him friends, and for a
while he had playfellows enough.—
But by-and-by eame envy and jesl-
ousy—for there is no log-house so low
that these bad spirits will not go into
it; and so it came abowt that little
Cyrus often sat alone in the shade, and
tho't of his ragged coat, when all the
other children were at play. The
games were easily made up without
Cyrus; there was no place for him,
poor boy,

One day a bluff, bad boy told him
outright that they did not want him
in the play,+

“Why don't you want me?" asked
the child, piteously; *‘I haven't done
anything, have 1"

“You have got & drunken father,
and your grandpap won't own you,"

To make the story short, we will|thing to comfort him, she said, and|answered the boy in his coarse vul-

garity; “'so you may play with whom
you oan,"

Cyrus hung down his bead and
went away, and never afterward asked
the boys why he couid not play.

Poor Sally cried more Dbitterly for
her boy than she ever had for herself
when he told her what had been said
to him, and asked what a drunkard
was, and why his grandfather would
not own him.

On the whole, this selfish conduct
on the part of his mates was 8 help fo
Cyras; and the less he played the
more he studied, and thought, so that
when he was twelve years old his mas-
ter said he was the best scholar in
school.

About this time the hope that Sally
always cherished, that her parents
would yet be hmeop:i}ed to h"Il:h mar-
riage, and perhaps help Thomas
to & few acres of gmnc]. died, and
was buried in despair with the rest of
her hopes.

They not only refused all their
daughter's overtures but cut off
all prospective peace, by udo;_nin . 88
their own, a preity orp}mn girl L
the age of her ownCyrus,

Jenette Miller was the name of the
black-eyed beauty and heiress; for it
was no secret in the neighborhood
that her foster-parents designed to
settle upon her the bulk of their prop-
erty, cutting Sally off without a far-
thing, and giving. very little to the
sons, whose wheels had worked well
in the world, and made fortunes for
their owners, Sally tried to hope
that Thomas would strive more ear-
nestly for himself, there w s no hope.
Icwasnot to be eﬁechd. however;
and, if anything, omas did worse
than before.

He did not cave a straw, he said,
whetherthe old folks gave him a cent
or not; and so he the whisky-
jug nnew, and drank with his ﬁﬂ“lt-
less companioos, and laughed boister-
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lously at the little littleness of old

John Fisher,

hink, 1f ber fdher would caly give
to ! would on ve
T+ o i S
w i
en his heart, and make another man
of him—his nature needed encourage-
ment, she said, and ome good word
said for him would do more than «
thousand against him. And whether
or not Sally was right, nobody agreed

with her.

Whether to E:-u the truth of
&in,:];lpon the heart of Bally more
painfully, or for what cause we caunot
:;tl. b;':. Mr. u?' Mrs. l?'is!u;. took ev-

ent pleasure ing ¢

Jenette ive m of dl:‘ g
ear-rings, hat or ribbon, her childish
fancy coveted.

The first morning she went to
school, it was with a henrt overflow-
ing with curiosity to see Cyrus Batter-
shall—her parents had told her that
she must never speak to him, nor look
nt him, as long as she lived, and, of
course, she had said she would not.—
He must be very wicked, she thought,
and doubties she should know him at
once, by a black face, & crooked
mouth, or some other deformity,

She could not read her book, till
the noon came, so muchjdid she won-
der if Cyrus was there, and why she
could not pick him out if be were.—
When the playing was begun, after
the brend and butter hsd been dis-

Jeaetie

distinguished honor to play with Je-
nette Miller.
But Jenette said, No; she must not
Flay that day. The truth was, she
eared coming in contact with Cyrus,
All the morning she had felt her

more than all the rest; and when she
saw him sitting alone in the shadow
of a tree with books, she skipped
up to him and sshed him if he would
tell her which of the little boys was
ey KR

o " smi rus, his eyes fillin
wish tentful wondes. kg

*“Because,” answered Jenetle, “my
father .Illd mother told me I mustnot
phé with hLim.”

gm wiped away the tears with
is hands; and, a8 soon as he could
speak at all, told the little girl that he
was Oyrus Battershall, and why it
;uthu nobobody would plsy with
im.

“0, I just said that for fun!" ex-
claimed Jenette, not kn what
else tob::{d.:a(: kneolig do'nh. uﬁ

ass poor , she wi

is tears with her bandkzrchief. and
after that told bim she would loul
bim if no one else did. The Fisher's |

how their lit
on their teaching.
From the day Jenette came to
sthool. Cyrus was not lonesome any
more—they made n ‘:Lu-m swing,
where they swang together jand found
out a deep shadow where they read
fairy mﬁ- together; and in the time
of nuts and berries, they went in search
of them ther. And thus they
contintied till Cyrus was fifteen years
old, when he took home all his books,
and told Jenette ho conld not come to
school any more—that he was going
to stay home and work.

hter practiced up-

lenrn more out of school than she in;
and when they reached the gate, she
told him sho would steal away from
schoo lsometimes, and oomilud see
him: and that as long as she lived she
would never forget him, and never
like mgbody else half so well.  Faith-
fully she kept her ?roniu—muy pod
many a time Sally’s humble cabin was
brighteued with her blush an hour be-

fore he school was dismissed.

When Cyrus was twenty-our years
old there was noworthier and no hand-
somer young man in all the neighbor-
hood. Jenette said she thought so,
mi;l&e dlid hn%t care who knew ll.ﬁ

whi rus was ne
and handsome, ’llu ne hm was
not standing  still, ere the clay
rosd used to be, there was a wide and
smoath turnpike: and where the iog
school house onoe stood, there was a
beautiful stone meeting house; and
even the old 1ed house of John Fisher
had turoed white, and showed prettily
between the rowsofl fmn trees that
stood on either side of the lane leading
down to the main road. There were
nice curtains to all the windows, and
s clock that cost two hundred dollars
ticked on the man tle of the best room.

When the old people saw how hand-
some Cyrus was grown, and heard
how much Jenette praised him,
disliked him more than ever; and §-
ually, vho‘nh ber li beuanme. very
apparent, the to se n
her omyl-hin; they had, if she m;l’ol:

romise not to the young

r they had learned to love their
adopted child sincerely. '

Jeneotle declared she would

jon of her estate,

take formal
and invite all the neighbors to hear
and witness her snd after-
wards to make meny as long as they

would,

The proposal was aceeded to, for
there was nothing they could deny Je-
nette; and when the guests were as-
sembled she told them of the promise
she had made neverto m Cyrus
Battershall, and that, "i: ihh:h w:;:
disposed, it was quite
sho'd break the pr%niu. nmhtd al-
ready been the wife of the wan
for two years. At first the folks
were dimb with astonishment; but
when Jenette told them they must for-
g:npoor Sally, and receive her back

the rool which was wide
enough toshelter them all before she
would relinquish her right to their es-
tate, they saw nothing better to be
done, and the end of all was reconoil-

iation, udmhmho- s &s they had
pever known in lives, .

i

%
z

might have trembled if they had seen | he soreamed

Jenette answered that he would |oth

man; | )

Sally was not wrong. Whenit was|
|told Thomas that the old folks had
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heari drawn toward one little boy | the

“Quack!
duck: ns much as to
me,”

was Mrs.

as J

the magpie came to the water’s edge
bhowwm:.:lm Fhes i
s e ma—n,:-_' e el
and off she swam without turning

head to see what this eunning magpie .
was after, dai o -

Now the wus very
;.hw beenso extreme-
y together some clay.
lhom'mlﬂl'uﬂ

for a grub. All ai once

to him, “Those ducks”
nice; that little fellow, for
that has got behind the
for joy. The
e e M Ao
ate now; e ‘was
the duckling in his eruel
a breakfast had the magpie
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clay; and he 1o

mind what 1 am about,
enemies pow, The old

er forgive me,”" Sohe
cross-wise, in the thickest
bush.  He made the roof
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who went into the
he was carried

he struggled
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tide, and be was taken
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